AJAX AND ULYSSES,                     201

Was it the strength of this tongue-valiant lord*

In that black hour, that saved you from the sword?

Or was my breast exposed alone5 to brave

A thousand swords, a thousand ships to save,      150

The hopes of your return ? and can you yield,

For a saved fleet, less than a single shield ?

Think it no boast, O Grecians, if I deem

These arms want A] ax, more than Ajax them :

Or, I with them an equal honour share;              155

They,, honoured to be worn, and I, to wear.

Will he compare my courage with his slight ?

As well he may compare the day with night

Night is indeed the province of his reign;

Yet all his dark exploits no more contain             160

Than a spy taken,, and a sleeper slain;

A priest made prisoner,, Pallas made a prey;

But none of all these actions done by day ;

Nor aught of these was done, and Diomede away.

If on such petty merits you confer                       i&5

So vast a prize, let each his portion share;

Make a just dividend; and, if not all,

The greater part to Diomede will fall.

But why for Ithacus such arms as those,,

Who naked, and by night,, invades his foes ?        170

The glittering helm by moonlight will proclaim

The latent robber, and prevent his game;

Nor could he hold his tottering head upright

Beneath that motion, or sustain the weight;

Nor that right arm could toss the beamy lance,, 175

Much less the left that ampler shield advance ;

Ponderous with precious weight,, and rough with

cost

Of the round world in rising gold embossed.
That orb would ill become his hand to wield,
And look, as for the gold he stole the shield;      iso
Which should your error on the wretch bestow,
It would not frighten, but allure the foe.